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| Was Young And Needed The Money 


In his cold world, filled with emptiness and apathy, Niklas again needed something far from ordinary, something 
sick to amuse him. With a cigarette between his fingers and his look concentrated on the world beyond the 
window, he knew what could give him the desired sick pleasure. His eyes were again veiled by a lack of interest 
and almost despair. He reached for the so-despised mobile device and dialed his manager. She was like a 
babysitter to him. Whenever he needed something she had to give it to him. Somebody has to keep the 


sickness alive after all and she had the connections to do it. 


"Patricia," he started with a sigh and there was some weakness to be heard in his voice, "| need something 


specifically..twisted.." 

The meeting was set. Patricia gave Niklas the address he had to visit and there make his pick 

The singer parked his car in front of a big, dark mansion. "Thats so me. No wonder I've got business around 
here." He thought to himself as he approached the enormous double front door. He rang the bell and a middle- 


aged man opened the door. 


"I am Niklas Kvarforth. | was sent by Patricia Thomas." Niklas announced, 


"But of course. Come in. The master is expecting you." Niklas followed the man in the suit inside and another 
man - at least 50 of age, well-preserved by time approached them. 


"Ah, welcome Mr. Kvarforth" The man smiled. "You're dismissed, Andrew, thank you." He turned to his servant 
and focused back on Niklas. "My name is Maynard Grayfield and if I'm not wrong we'll be doing business with 
you today. Follow me, please." Niklas nodded and went after the older man. Walking down the long corridor with 
his eyes exploring every corner, Niklas changed his mind and knew this isn't the place he belongs. It looked good, 
especially on the outside, but luxury was not for him. He'd much prefer lie in the dirt along with the worms. 
That's where he truly belonged. "I have chosen ten of my finest, of course, by the preferences set by 


Patricia" 
"I hope it's needless to say that this must remain confidential" The singer noted. 


‘Oh, but of course. You shouldn't worry about a single thing. Patricia and | are old friends. | wouldn't disappoint 
a friend. Now let's see if I've got the right thing for you." Maynard opened a double door and in front of Niklas’ 
eyes discovered a row of ten young men, each next one more handsome than the previous. Niklas stood in 
front of them, eyeing them from head to toe. "Ten young men, all between the age of I8 to 21, all blond, long- 
haired and skinny. Those are the requirements, right?" 


"Even better." The singer smirked as his sight ran from man to man. They were all standing up-straight with 
hands behind their backs, looking obedient, except one of them. He was at the bottom of the row. He had his 
hands in his pockets and he was looking to the ground. Niklas, in his curiosity walked up to the man and put a 
finger under his chin, making him look in his eyes. The boy had green eyes, unlike the rest and his bottom lip 
was pierced in the middle. In his eyes Niklas could see he was at least an idea more disobedient than the 
others, he was definitely more different than them. Opposition was something Niklas needed to spice things up 
for him. The choice was already made. "This one." Niklas smirked as he ran his hand through the boy's golden 
locks and the boy looked at him with empty eyes. 


"Ah, our Christian. He's quite new. Alright then. Now we've got a few documents to sign and you're ready to 
go." Mr. Grayfield remarked and gestured the singer to follow him. 


After a few pages and a glass of quality whiskey the deed was done. Niklas’ new living toy got in the car with 
him and he drove off. 


"What makes a man like you go looking for a sex slave, from the same gender, none the less?" Christian ruined 


the silence. Niklas chuckled, but his face quickly turned expressionless again. 
"Boredom. Lack of diversity. Apathy. Call it what you will." He simply replied Christian laughed. 
"What the fuck is wrong with you?" 


"I think the question is what the fuck is not wrong with me. And what about you? What makes a 19 year old 


boy become a sex slave?" 


"That information is confidential” He looked at Niklas and Niklas smirked slightly as he concentrated back on the 


road. 

They had hardly stepped inside the singer's place when the singer ordered: 
"Strip." 

"What? Like, now?" Christian was caught off-guard. 


"Well, you'll come to find that I'm not exactly the cuddling type. Strip!" Niklas threw his shoes aside and pulled 
his T-shirt over his head. Christian hesitated for a moment, but started unbuttoning his shirt. Niklas was 
getting more and more curious. He watched the younger man and drank up his naked flesh with his eyes as he 


was slowly undoing button after button. "You drink whiskey?" Niklas asked as he felt himself biting his bottom 
lip. 


"Of course." Chris threw his shirt to the ground. 


"Hold on for a second." Niklas ordered and went on a hunt for a bottle of whiskey. He returned with the desired 
object in hand and sat on the armchair in front of Christian. 

"Keep going.” He took a sip of Jack Daniel's and Christian started undoing the belt of his jeans. When he was left 
in nothing but his boxers, he stopped and ran his hand through his hair nervously. A smug smile bloomed in 
the corner of Niklas’ lips. 

"Come on, everything on the fucking ground” He ordered quietly, his voice so low that it was raspier than 


usually. "Still shy?" 


"Kinda." Chris replied shyly as he bashfully reached to slide off his boxers. There he was, completely exposed 
in front of the older man and he looked at him with expectation. Niklas hated to admit it, but he was already 
getting aroused. He rose to his feet and started carefully studying every inch of the young man's body. Skinny, 
long legs, skinny arms, clearly visible ribs due to the lack of almost any fat, skinny, but nice ass, skinny 
everything. This aroused him, because it made the victim look weaker in every sense of the word. The silky, 
blond hair - he ran his fingers through it and concluded with a smirk that it would look great wrapped around 
his hand. Finally, something apparently not very significant caught his attention - the lips. Full, juicy, nicely 
shaped - there's no way they wouldn't feel good on every part of his body. 


‘lm gonna own you so fucking hard." In conclusion of his analysis, Niklas whispered with the calm smile of a 


psychopath that hid all the perversion. Suddenly, Christian's pupils dilated at the words of the singer. 
"What?" He said almost frightened. 


"Oh, don't worry. I'm not gonna go all extreme on you from day one. But you better be fucking ready for 
surprises.’ With these words, Niklas grabbed a fistful of the young man's hair and pulled his head back, making 


the blond man gasp in surprise. He put the bottleneck to Christian's lips and lift the bottle up. "I never say this, 
but don't swallow." Christian withheld himself from swallowing the pleasantly burning liquid and looked into the 
blue eyes of the other man with expectation He wasn't feeling very comfortable in that position. Actually, he 
wasn't feeling comfortable at all. Niklas suddenly pressed his lips to Christian's and pushed his tongue in his 
mouth. The whiskey flowed into his mouth too and dripped down their chins and necks as their tongues 
explored each other's mouth. Still pulling the blond hair tightly, Niklas licked all the whiskey from the younger 
man's lips, chin and neck. "I think we're going to have a really good time, you and |." Niklas chuckled devilishly as 
he reached to undo his belt while he kept his hand tangled in the young man's hair. He pulled out his semi-hard 
cock and gave it a few pumps. "You know what this means - on your fucking knees!" He commanded and the 
young man did as told. Christian insecurely took Niklas’ dick in his mouth and started working his tongue around 
it. Niklas closed his eyes and purred. He moved Christian's hair out of his face and held it back. Chris started 
moving his lips along the shaft a little braver as he held on to the older man's hips. "Look in my eyes, my pet” 
Niklas whispered with a raspy voice. Chris lift his beautiful green eyes up and Kvarforth smiled smugly. He was 
enjoying this too much - the innocent look, the lack of experience, the sweet pink lips. Suddenly, he tightened his 
grip around Christian's hair and held him to his dick, making him choke. "This should be enough, my pet." He 
pulled away and Christian ran a hand over his mouth. Niklas grabbed him by the hair again and bent him over 
on the back of the sofa. The young man dug his fingers in the sofa and his breathing intensified, getting 
heavier. "Someone seems uneasy.” Niklas whispered. He shoved his middle finger in Christian's mouth and 
Christian ran his tongue all over it. He pulled it out and slowly pushed it in Christian's tight ass. Chris moaned 
and Niklas smirked. He pulled his finger out and after giving himself a few strokes, he pushed the tip of his 


cock inside Christian, making him moan again. 

"Ah, fuck, fuck, fuck!" Christian whined in pain, even though Kvarforth was rather gentle. 

"Oh, come on! Take it like a fucking man!" Niklas laughed sadistically and slapped Christian's ass. 
"How? From behind? l'm not sure how manly that is considered" Chris hissed. 


"Well, in this case | guess you're not that much of a man in your current position. You're more of a faggot, 


aren't you, Chrille?" 
"lam not!" 
"Yeah, right. Keep fooling yourself” 


Feeling you in your current position you're not that much of a man either, are you?" Christian smirked 


through the stinging pain and Niklas clenched his teeth in anger. 


"Aren't you in a little of a disadvantaged position to be that bold with your words? Your ass is fucking getting 
it for this. You're fucking mine!" 


"Not for long." Chris opposed him. 


"For long enough!" Kvarforth hissed and pushed his whole length inside Christian 
"Fuck!" The young man arched his back 

"You like how it feels?" Niklas started moving inside the other man slowly. 

"ld rather not feel it again" 


"Don't worry, you'll love it. Soon enough you'll be fucking begging for it." Another sadistic smile bloomed on 
Niklas’ lips. He increased his pace and Chris arched his back again. "Better, huh?" 


"Oh my fucking god!" Chris cursed under his breath as the new feeling invaded his body. 


"You like it, my pet?" No answer. Maybe a little different approach would do.. "Fucking answer me, my little 
slut!" Niklas hissed and smacked Christian's ass hard. 


"God damn itl" He whined. "Yes." He hung his head low. 


"That's more like it. You'll have to learn to obey me, no matter for how short of a time it is." Niklas pulled the 
boy in his arms by the hair and wrapped an arm around his stomach. His hand slipped a little lower down to 
the area of Christian's pubic hair just to tease him. 

"Ah, damn it!" Christian moaned as he leaned his head back. 


"You want it, Chrille?" Nikas whispered in Christian's ear and licked his face. 
"Yeah." Chris admitted half-heartedly. 


"That's too bad, cause you're here for my pleasure, not for your own. But to prove you I'm not that much of 
a motherfucking bastard as you already think | am and to welcome you warmly, I'll let you fucking cum. From 


there on, you'll have to behave in order to be allowed to have your release.” 
"Ain't that a bitch.." Chris said with pretended disappointment. 


"That's the cruel fucking world, sweetheart." Niklas whispered as his hand travelled lower and wrapped around 
Christian's aching member while with the other hand he finally let go of the long blond hair and wrapped his 


arm around Christian! stomach. 


"Oh my god!" Christian growled and closed his eyes. Niklas started stroking him slowly, which was only teasing 

the young man who was desperate to cum, but didn't want to admit it. "Faster." He whispered blankly, trying to 
sound indifferent. However, Niklas kept teasing. Christian put his hand on Niklas' to encourage him to go faster 
and dug his fingers into Niklas' hand. "| wanna fucking cum!" He hissed as he felt himself close and couldn't take 


it anymore. 


‘lm liking the sound of this." Niklas chuckled sadistically. "Fucking beg for it!" 
"Make me fucking cum!" 


"| think there should be "master" somewhere there, just for color perhaps." Niklas prolonged the waiting. 
Christian was getting fucking sick of Niklas‘ games and clenched his teeth. 


"Make me fucking cum, master!" He hissed through his teeth as he decided to play along. 


"That's a good boy." Kvarforth chuckled as he concentrated on getting his slave off. In less than a minute 
Christian finally let go of the tension as he came all over Niklas‘ hand, moaning in relief and pleasure. "Now, 


what do you say?" 
"Thank you, master." Chris said breathlessly as he leaned back on Niklas. 
"You're a fast learner. Looks like you can be a good, obedient boy after all, huh?" 


"Yeah, when it's for the sake of my fucking orgasm." Christian opposed him, trying to show the singer that it 
won't be that easy to break him. 


"Let's not ruin the atmosphere, sweetheart, what do you say? Now be a good fucking pet, lean forward and let 
the master have what's his." With these words Niklas increased his pace and moved his hand from Christian's 
dick to his neck. Christian had a beautiful neck, beautiful collarbones and Niklas had a good time running his 

hands over them. "Mm, you smell so good. Your natural scent blends with that of the whiskey. Perfect." Niklas 


purred in Christian's ear and licked his face again. 


Suddenly, he pulled out and spun Christian around to face him. He kissed him while he pushed him to lie with 


his back down on the sofa and in no time was back inside him again. 


With one hand gripping Christian's blond hair and the other wrapped around his neck tightly, but carefully, 
Kvarforth concentrated on reaching his orgasm. He bit the younger man's pierced bottom lip, slightly tugging 
at it. His tongue slipped in Christian's mouth and explored it thirstily. He loved the feeling of the other man's 
tongue on his and besides, the boy seemed to know how to twirl that tongue around. Only if he had showed his 
talent during the blowjob... 


Niklas deepened the kiss, which earned him a moan from Chris and that moan sent incredible thrills down to 
Niklas’ cock. Suddenly, he froze, his mouth opened wide without making a sound as he shot his hot sperm inside 
Christian. He moaned against the other man’s lips as he made a few final thrusts in and out. "Oh, fucking hell 
Its been a long time since | had an orgasm so good, kid. I'll definitely be having more fun with you." Kvarforth 
gently slapped the blond man's cheek with a grin and pulled out of him. This made Christian gasp. "Be ready at 
all times. You don't know when my thirst will be awakened" Niklas warned as he slowly distanced himself. "I'll be 
around if you need something." With these words he closed the door of a room behind himself, leaving the 


young man alone on the sofa. 


Christian lied there on the sofa, gasping for air, feeling used and abused, feeling echoes from both the pleasure 
and the pain that he had experienced just moments ago; his hair stuck to his face because of the sweat. He 
wanted to feel alive on the inside too, not only on the outside. His ass hurt and it was all red, his scalp hurt 
too from all the hair pulling and he was totally drained. And he had to do that for how long, according to the 
contract? A week? Two weeks? A month? He didn't know, since he wasn't present at the contract signing. The 
worst thing was he liked it. And he never thought he would. Things got better and better - now he was also 
feeling like a faggot. No wonder he was a part of a depressive black metal band, things weren't going well at all 
and whenever he tried to make them better, the spiral would always go down and things would get even 
worse..just like now. He was just trying to make things better the hard way, since the easy way didn't seem to 
work out for him. And he did that for what? For the money? Nothing a normal job couldn't do, right? It didnt 


even matter anymore. 


All he knew was that no one had to find out. Especially the guys from the band. At least the lesson was 


learned and all of the remaining money wouldn't all go for alcohol anymore. What was he even thinking? 


In the next room, Kvarforth wasn't feeling any better than the young man. Actually, he was. Something had 
changed. This little game of master and slave definitely amused him as always before, only that it had this 
little twist to it that he didn't play it with a girl in nylons this time, but with a I9 year old teenage boy. And 
apparently that little twist is what gave the game this bittersweet taste to it. OF course, the emptiness wasn't 
filled. + could never be filled, but why not keep pushing things inside it if it made him feel if not good, then at 
least better? 


He rolled the tape back a little and the sight made the sadistic smile grow on his lips again. Yeah, that young 
one would definitely be good fun for the short time he had signed the contract for. Fucking himself up for the 
devil - he's definitely doing well with that part. As well as fucking others up for the devil..or simply fucking 
others for the devil.. 


